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glow as of an expiring bonfire. The sight well-nigh
filled us with despair. We went on in silence, much
doubting of our fate. Presently Dillawar inquired of me
whether we should be admitted into the fort if we suc-
ceeded in reaching it. He added that it was a rule that
the gate of a fortress was never opened from evening to
the following dawn. He suggested that we had better
take refuge in the house of a friend he had in the
suburbs till the daybreak. This difficulty had not oc-
curred *o me; I thought it would be prudent to accept.
Dillawar Khan's offer, but an accident prevented us.
The suburb, which was really a village near the station,,
was reached by a lane which branched off about half a,
mile in advance. In the darkness we passed it, and did
not discover that we had done so till it was too late to
return.
We had ridden on for some distance, and were ap-
proaching the station of Agra, when I perceived in front,
what seemed an immense cage of fire. It was something
of the form of a gigantic hencoop, and seemed composed
of bars of fire, rising far into the heavens. I pointed it
out to Mr. Joyce, who was as much puzzled at it as I
was, as also were Dillawar Khan and our men. Before
we had advanced a hundred yards a second burning cage
appeared, and soon after another and another. Our
wonder was becoming extreme. A few paces more, and
the phenomenon stood explained.
Anyone who has ridden by night is aware how decep-
tive is the apparent distance of lights when seen in the
dark. The cage, which I had imagined to be near the
horizon, was really close at hand; a turn of the road
brought us beside it. We saw that it was nothing more
than the glowing rafters of a burnt bungalow. As we
proceeded we passed many more such cages, but their